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THE OLD MAN'S CHRISTMAS.

K la put. Ilka a beautiful areata; hat aura
u the dream to me;

For the children came, as In the days of aid,
aod cuddle around my fcnee;

And I told then the tales I used to ttll--

ere my locks were thin and (ray--To

the other children of my love: The
children that went away!

I forget the vacant placet the fall of th
wintry snow;

In the light of their rosy facet I lived In
the Long Ago;

I lived in the long ago; but the Present
was perfect then

For all of the bitter snow that falls on
the lives of men.

I only knew they were near me, la a
world made new again,

And the Winter violets of Life .were
rimmed with the Springtime rain;

I felt their kisses sweet on my withered
cheeks and cold;

And saw, over threads of sliver, the
gleam of their curls of gold.

It Is past, like a beautiful dream; with
all the songs that were sung;

And I feel. In the after Silence, that the
world is for the young;

And thanks be to God that the world Is
so, with all its sunny years

That at least, one time in our lives we
know kisses, and love, and tears!

F. L. Stanton, In Atlanta Constitution.

men bad been that reckless la seidtif
t Crystal City for things.

Then I wlsht you could hare tee
those children when Big Dan come In all
rigged up at Santy Claus! That was the
capsheaf o' the bull proceeding! First
we beard his belli outside, an' him call-I- n'

out, 'Whoa, there!' like as if he was
talkin' to his reindeers. Then be clim op
the ladder the boys bad set outside, an'
presently down he came through the hole
in the roof. I jest thought little Fred's
eyes would pop clean out o' bis head when
that part o' the show come off ! An' what
fun there was when old Santy went
around givin' the boys all kinds of

presents! He give old Tim
Thorpe a tiny chiny doll, an' big Jack
Ross a jumpin'-jac- k, an' Ben Anderson
a set o' little pewter dishes; an' he
fetched me a great big old pipe, when
they knowed I hated the very sight o"
one. I tell you. It was real fun?

"Well, the things had all been dis-
tributed, an,' the children were loaded
down with presents, an' me an' the other
two women were about to go downstairs
to take up the 6upper, when the door of
the hall opened, and a strange man
stepped In. When he saw the children
he give a kind of a little outcry, an' the
next minute he was down on his knees
before 'em, with an arm around each
child, an' he was ktssin' first one an' then

Find Another taoatlierd.
During a snowstorm in the depth of winter a Goatherd drove his

Goats for shelter to a large cavern in a rock. It happened that some Wild
Goats had already taken refuge there. The Man was so struck by the
size and look of these Goats, and with their superior beauty to his
own, that he gave them alone all the food he could collect. The storm
lasted many days, and the Tame Goats, being entirely without food, died
of starvation. As soon as the sun shone again the strangers ran off and
made the best of their way to their native wilds. The Goatherd had to
go goatlcss home, and was well laughed at by all for his folly.

MORAL It seldom proves profitable to turn from the duties with which we
are Intrusted to the chances of those more pleasant.

WANTED TO BE NEIGHBORLY.

it Her Reoaest Was Refused and
Them She Freely ok

Her Mind.

The blonde neighbor never had called
before, so the brunette was somewhat
surprised to see her, relates the Chicago
Journal.

"We've been neighbors for soma
time," remarked the blonde after the
first formal greetings had been ex-

changed.
"Almost a year," returned the bru-

nette.
"Long enough," continued the blonde,

"so that either of us might reasonably
call upon the other to do a little neigh-
borly act"
."Either of us might," admitted the

brunette, guardedly.
"And we really ought to be friends,"

persisted the blonde. "We can be of
great assistance to each other at times."

"It's quite possible," the brunette con-

ceded, still guardedly; "is there some-

thing you wish to borrow?"
"0, dear, no," answered the blonde.
"I thought, perhaps, you were just out

of coffee or wanted a little of my best
china and silver to help out at a little
dinner or something of that sort."

"Not at all," said the blonde. "I was
thinking of your children. You have
several, I believe."

"Four," was the reply.
"And they cry some and occasionally

play leapfrog and other noisy games."
The brunette became haughty at once.

No woman cares to have a stranger
ast reflections on her children.
"0, that's all right," the blonde has-

tened to explain. "So do mine. All
children are noisy, and the only thing
to do is to take advantage of their
noisiness. Now, morning
about ten o'clock a tall man with a black
beard will call at my flat, and If you'd
watch for him and set the children to
crying or playing leapfrog or aaJiing a
great racket of some kind "

"Madam!"
"Don't you understand yet?" persist-

ed the blonde, ignoring the indignant
Interruption. "The man with the black
beard is the new landlord, and he's
coming to see me about renewing the
lease. Now, if you and your children
can only make yourselves out to be
seriously objectionable neighbors, don't
you see what a chance it gives me to
force a reduction of the rent? And
later, when your lease expires, I'll do
as much for you. What! You won't do
It? Well, I don't blame the men for
saying that most women have no head
for business."

CONSOLATION FOR HER ILLS.

Philosopher Has a Good Remedy
for Fits of 1 nhnypy

Discontent.

"If there is anything that will cure one
4f envy It is to cultivate the person of
whom one is envious," said the philo-
sophical girl, relates the New York
Times. "I never feel discontented very
long If I only can get a nearer view of
what has made me unhappy. Some-

times it seems as if I would be perfectly
happy if only I had the leisure of some
of my well-to-d- o friends. Then I clap
on my hat and jacket and go to spend
in hour with one of them. I find them
bortng themselves to death, devising all
sorts o'f schemes to kill time, and sigh-

ing because their life is not full of snap
and business as mine is.

"When I have a big longing for an ex-

tensive wardrobe I just run over to call
on my nsxt door neighbor, who has a
new gown nearly every hour. I discover
her in a stew about them fussing with
dressmakers all the time, and groaning
because she must determine what to put
on, Then I congratulate myself that I
have only three gowns to my name and
so am never undecided what to wear.

"Sometimes it seems as if I would be
supremely happy if I only had a pretty
face, and then I cultivate that little Miss
Doll Pretty. And do you know she is
very much concerned if the tiniest wrin-

kle appears on that com-

plexion of hers and that she is extremely
jealous of any other good looking girle,
and that sometimes she cries because
she will grow old some day and be no
longer pretty? Well, she does, and sol
come to the conclusion that my plain
ace Is a good sight more comfortable.

"And I'll confess a secret to you, and
don't you breathe it to any one. Once
in awhile, once in a long while I get
woefully sick of single blessedness and
believe I'd like to marry any man who
was respectable and kind. But a few
visits, to my married friends cure me.
They are just weighed down by little
responsibilities which would drive me
crazy in a short time; they must humor
a whimsical lord end master and they
must be at the beck and call of small
children who are very sweet little things
for a few hours, but terrible nuisances
for a longer time than that. My sweet
independence for me! I go back to my

little room and am thank-
ful that there is no one to share it with
me and that I do not have to put out the
cat and lock up the house before retir-
ing."

Orange Cake.
One-ha- lf cup of butter rubbed into

one and one-ha- lf cups of sugar; three
eggs, whites and yolks beaten separate- -
ly, one cup sweet milk, one heaping

of baking powder, sifted into
two cups of flour. Cover (w.lth one

of lemon extract, and bake !n
three layers. Grate one orange, spread

' somo'icing mixed with the orange be-

tween each layer. Decorate the top with
sections of orange, being careful not to
break the sections, and laying them
close together around the edge of the
cake. It will take two oranges for the
top. Place two or three sections In the
center of the cake, and put icing over
to completely cover all, having It thick
enough not to run off. It looks tempt-
ing, and will not deceive you. Ohio
Farmer.

(Queen of Puddings.
One pint bread crumbs, one quart

milk, yolks of four eggs, one cup sugar,'
butter size of an egg; flavor with lemon;
bake about one hour; when dono spreai
iaa top with jelly or any nice preserve
and froBt with the whites of eggs; set in
the oven till a nice golden brown. Boa-tu-n

Globe.
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Col. Battersly, not having seen his
sister in ten years, decided to spend
Christmas at her house. A desultory
correspondence had made him vaguely
aware of the fact that her husband, Cal-

vin Murdock, had grown rich, and that
she had two children, a boy and a girl.
But he was not prepared for the luxuri-
ant conditions which he found upon en-

tering their splendid home. He was
never estranged from his sister, but
when she married Murdock the- soldier
brother had made up his mind that his
sister's husband was not "his kind."
In frontier barracks and foreign camps,
Col. Battersly's life had been lonely.
He was a silent, elemental, passionate
man, whose rigid habits gave a cold and
even hard exterior to a nature essential-
ly tender. Murdock was a man of much
smug piety, who knew that a Sunday
school class does not hurt a man's credit
with the bank.

But the Murdocks gave Uncle Batter-sl- y

a grand welcome. His sister kissed
him, the two children gave him their
hands with trained graciousness, and the
head of the house said: "Welcome to
the warrior see, the conquering hero
comes!" This made the old campaigner
ill at ease. He blushed like a girl, and
thereafter found restraint in the, to
him, artificial atmosphere of the grand
house. When he went out for a walk
Urs. Murdock said:

"Poor fellow; how he's changed!"
"Out of his element with women and

:hildren," growled Murdock.
"What makes his neck so red?" asked

the boy.

When the Christmas presents began
to arrive, and his sister showed them to
Rim, the colonel suddenly realized that
he must buy something for the children.
He said nothing about it, but spent half
of the next day buying for his niece a
French doll, with a complete wardrobe,
and a fully equipped steam battleship
for his nephew. It was a soldier's
choice love and a child for the little
woman, power and war for the little
man. "He was very careful about the
address, "Mrs. Murdock, 2441 Penrose
treet."
He wondered why his gifts did not

soon appear in the grand array, but said
nothing to his sister, showing each day
an increasing interest in the accumulat-
ing presents in the locked room, and
finally, on Christmas eve, late in the
day, going back to the store where he
had made his purchases to ask what
had become of the doll and the war-

ship. It took a long time to find out the

ml(t

SPENT HALF AN HOUR BUYING A

FRENCH DOLL.

right man, but at last a very polite
clerk who had been answering questions
as fast as a dozen people could ask them,
turned to him and said:

"Murdock? What address? Penrose
street or Penrose avenue?"

"Are there both?" asked the colonel,
as the possible blunder 'Jawned on him.

"Yes; one on the West side, one on
the South side. Where did you wish
your goods to go?"

Of course, Penrose avenue is on the
South tide and Penrose street is on the
West tide, and Col. Battersly bad him-

self made the mistake. The goods had
been receipted for, the clerk told him.
It was pretty late to attempt getting
them back, but they would try. The
clerk made tome notes, rattled off a few
words about the terrible rush, moved
off and left the colonel standing dazed
(n the crowd. He went home, and at a
precaution got out of bit trunk

strangely carved bracelet, antique, or-

ientala noble present, he thought, foi

bis niece; and for his nephew an old,

bejeweled war mask it had been a

mandarin'a And he took them to Mrs.
Murdock, saying nothing of their great
value, and said they were for her girl
and her boy. But after dinner that night
Mr. Murdock tapped at the colonel'i
uoor, saying:

"I hope you won't think of giving

those rare curios to the children, colonel.
They're worth their weight in money."

"Didn't cost me a cent, Murdock,"
blurted the soldier. "They're part of th

well, the loot--th- at Is, I picked 'em up
In China and they the children will
appreciate them more as they grow
older."

Murdock walked away without an-

other word, but that night the woman
told her brother, softly and with evi-

dent desire to be grateful, that "papa
was so scrupulous, he didn't want the
children to receive such presents."

"You know, brother," she said, "he's
so conscientious that he thinks you

',IT WAS A DIRTY, TUMBLE-DOW-

COTTAGE.

didn't come by them honestly that is,

from his point of view. You won't feel
hurt, will you, brother? Papa is so dif-

ferent from you."
So the brother, flushing red, took back

his barbaric gifts and went to bed. In
the morning, soon after breakfast, he
went out of the house, called a cab, and
bade the driver take him to 2441 Penrose
street. The doll and the battleship had
not arrived, and he was going after
them. He got out of the cab in a squalid
street, and went into the only house in
the block. It was a dirty, tumbledown
cottage, built below grade and with a
sign "For Sale" nailed tu the rickety
fence. A thin woman, in an old, faded
wrapper, came to the door.

"I came to see if"
"Oh, I knew somebody ud come," sh

Interrupted him. "I knew they wasn't
for us, 3lr won't you come in?"

He stepped into the dingy room and
saw a big-eye- frail girl of seven fond-
ling the great French doll.

"You see, sir," said the woman,
breathless to explain, "the things come
while I was out I work over at the shoe
factory, and my name is Murphy, sir
and when the things come nobody was
home, sir, but Mamie and the boy. He's
mine, and he's out there now playln'
with th' steamboat, and when the wagon
came, Mrs. Tracy, she lives in the next
block, she seen it, and she ran over and
signed a book, and the driver Jumped
on his wagon and went away, an', of
course, the children seen the bundles
an' nothin' would do but they must open
'em. That's all, sir; we didn't want to
I hope you don't think we'd steal "em."

She was out of breath now, and the
two children the boy, a sturdy lad of
ten, had come'in were staring, fright-
ened, at the colonel. He looked at them
a moment and then at the mother.

"I'don't understand you, madam," he
said. "I called to look at the house. It'e
for sale, you know."

He saw the look of anxiety pass from
her homely face. The children, delight-
ed with the reprieve, ran back to theii
splendid toys. He made a show of look-
ing through the stuffy rooms, and when
he was going gave each of the little
ones a coin.

"Good-b- y, madam," he said to the
mothar. "You have two fine children.'"

And when he was In the cab again he
stroked his gray mustache and
chuckled:

"It was a lucky blunder, after all. I'll
go down to the store in the morning and
tell 'em It's all right." Chicago Record-Heral-

Hnrd I.nrk.
Aunt Mae What are you crying for,

Johnny?
Little Johnny I belong to two Sun

day schools and they are both going
to have their Christmas trees on th'
same night. N. Y. Truth.

The Christmas Turkey.
Never buy a yellow-fleshe- d turkey. I

it a sign of poor feeding. A fine turkey
should have firm, white flesh. Purchaser!
should also notice that redness and
coarseness about the legs are the sign oi
an old bird.

Kot the Christmas Rlaa.
It It not the rainy-da- y stocking tbn

(U hung un ai Ch;Utma, JuVu.

Singing River's
Christmas
Being Ma'am Hickey's Story of
a Celebration That. Still Lives

By J. L. HARBOUR
OTrora s Story by that author publithed la

Be. Nicholas.)

Ma'am Hickey's account of the Christ-
mas tree at Singing River is so much
more interesting than any account I
could give of it, that I think it best to let
her tell about it in her own way:

"You see, Big Dan an' Joe Burke got
back all right the middle of the afternoon
the day before Christmas. They looked
like a pair o' pack peddlers, an' they were
about fagged out, for they had had a hard
time of it pullln' up over the mountain
trails in a snowstorm. Joe said he didn't
think he could have dragged himself an-

other mile for love nor money. He had
two big turkeys on his back besides a
great lot of otherthings.

"Well, the men in the camp had been
busy, too. They had cut a big pine an' set
it up in the hall over the post office, an'
the way they had dee'rated the hall w'th
evergreen was beautiful. You couldn't
see an inch of the ugly bare logs nor of the
bare rafters. They set to an' scrubbed the
floor an' washed the winders, an' strung
up a lot o' red, white and blue buntin' I
happened to have in the house, an' I tell
you the little old hall did look scrump-
tious. I kep' the children in the kitchen
with me, where I was makin' pies an'
cake an' doughnuts most o' the time. I
give 'em dough to muss with, an' let 'em

THE DOOR OPENED AND A STRONG
MAN STEPPED IN.

scrape the cake dlnhes, an' tried to keep
'em interested all the time, so they
wouldn't ask about their pa.

"When Big Dan an' Joe got back, the
other men had a great time rigr;in' up the
tree. We was afeerd they wouldn't be
able to buy Christmas trse candles in
Crystal City, but, my land! they got
about ten dozen of 'em, an' no end o'
tinsel an' shiny balls an' thl ngf. to hang on
the tree, an' lot o' little flags to stick in
among the evergreen dee'rations. We
had no end o' common taller candles on
hand, an' the men were perfectly reckless
with 'em; I reokon they put as many
as 200 of 'em up arouDd the room.
An' what did they do but go an' rig
Big Dan up as Santy (tlaus! They
wrapped him up in a big bearskin one o'
the boys had, an' put about a quart o'
flour on his long, bushy whiskers to
whiten 'em, an' they put a big fur cap on
his head, and he did look for all the world
like Santy his own self. Yes; an' he had
a string o' sleigh bells they got at the
stage office stable; an' them boys
ackshully cut a hole in the roof so Santy
Claus could come down through it! La,
If you want things carried through re-

gardless, you let a lot of Rocky Mountain
boys take it in hand. They won't stop at
nothin'. I reckon they'd h'isted off the
hull roof If it had been necessary to make
the appearance of Santy true to life. Such
fun as the boys had over it all! An' of
all the capers they cut. up! Seemed like
they were alt boys once more! Me an'
Ann Dickey an' Mary Ann Morris were
the only women in the camp, an' we had
our hands full gettin' up the Christmas
supper we Intended havin' after the tree.
Mind you, there wasn't a child in camp
but Just them two pore little orphans, an'
all that fuss was on their account. If you
think rough miner boys can't have the
kindest o' hearts, you just remember
that. Every man seemed to be tryln' to
outdo the othera in doln' somethin' tiar
them little folks.

"Well, I Jest wlsht you could have seen
them children when the time come for
'em to go up to the hall an' see their
treel Little Freddy he give a yell o' joy
that most spilt our ears, an' he jest stood
an' clapped his bands, while his sister
kep' sayln': How lovely it 1st Oh, is
n'l it beautiful?' Then Freddy he
sahreeches out: 'Oh, there's my choo-eho- o

engine! Goody!' An' how little
Elsie' eyes did thine when she saw no
less than three dolls on the tree for her-

self! There was enough, stuff on that
tret for a hull Sunday school, tor the

the other. We all jest stared at each
other when little Elsie clapped her hands
together and said:

'"Why, papa!"
"An' that's jest who it was! The man

named Miller, who had died a few dayt
before, was a cousin o' the children's pa.
It seemed that this cousin o' the name d
Miller had been sent to meet the children
because their pa had been sick an' wasn't
hardly strong enough to come away ovei
to Singin' River for them. He lived in s
little camp only about 20 miles away, but
It was a hard road to travel for a well
man, even. So this cousin he come, an',
from all we could make out, he had losl
his way In a storm, an' had laid out a

night an' got so chilled It had broughl
on pneumonia. When he didn't com!
back with the children after two or thret
days, their pa got oneasy, an' he set out
himself to see what was the matter. He
wasn't hardly fit to travel, but he com
anyhow, an' he was all tuckered out whet
he got to Singin' River. Then he was st
nervous an' kind o' wrought up that nt
one thought it to his shame that he jesl
broke clean down an' laughed an' cried
by turns, kind o' hystericky like, over thl
children.

"We did have the best time at the sup-

per! A storm had come up, an' the wind
was roarin' and' howlln' in the caynon
an' up an' down the Singin' River, an'
the sleet was dashin' ag'In the winder
lights; but that jest made It seem more
cheery an' comfortable in the cabin, wftb
a roarin' fire o' pine knots In the big fire-

place at one end o' the cabin, an' the tea-
kettle singin' on my big shinin' stove at
the other end. Mr. Miller he set between
the two children, an' he'd hug and kise
'em between times. We made him stay
two whole weeks in Singin' River to rest
up an' get real well, an' then a hull passel
o' the boys went with him to get the chil-

dren home. The boys rigged up a sled,
an' tuk turns drawin' Elsie an' Freddy
over the trails an' away up over Red
Bird mountain. I reckon it was a ride
they won't ever forgit; an' none of us
that were there will ever in this world
forgit that Christmas on the Singin'
River."

Still Something to Do.
"Has your wife finished her Christ

mas shopping?"
"Yes. She expects now to be able

to put in all the rest of her time look-

ing at things she might have bought
for less money if she had only known
it." Chicago Record-Herald- .

I KEEPING CHRISTMAS
a By Henry Van Dyke.

It is a good thing to observe
Christmas Day. The mere mark- - S
ing of times and seasons when jjjf men acree to stop work and aj

tjt make merry together is a wise $
j and wholesome custom. It helps jj

one to feel the supremacy of the
(& common life over the individual $
v life. It reminds a man to set $
aj his own little watch, now and A

O then, by the great clock of hu- -

jg manity. $
But there is a better thing A

than the observance of Christ- - v
mas Day, and that is, keeping
Christmas.

Are you willing to forget what
you have done for other people
and to remember what other
people have done for you; ti
ignore what tne world owes you
and to think what- - you owe the
world; to put your rights in the
hanlr.M.mJ ,1 J,,H, In

ft the middle distance and your
f chances to do a little more than
K your duty in the foreground; to

see that your fellow men are
(J just as real as you are, and try
S to look behind their faces to
p their hearts, hungry for joy; to
jj own that probably the only good
K reason for your existence is not

what you are going to get out Q
g of life, but what you are going

to give to life; to close your $
book of complaints against the gjj

management of the universe $
and look around you for a place &

where you can sow a few seeds S
of happiness are you willing to $
do these things even for a day?

Then you can keep, Christmas. $
Are you willing to stoop down 8

and consider the needs and the ej

desires of little children; to T3- - S
g member the weakness and lone- -

liness of people who are grow--
ing old; to stop asking how

x much your friends love you and
ask yourself whether you love
them enousrh: to hear In mind

X the things that other people a
havo to bear on their hearts; to
try to understand what those
wiiu live 111 luu same uuuse Wll.IlI you really want, without wa:t- -

flng for them to tell you; to trim
lamp so that it will give

j more light and less smoke, and Qy to carry It in front so that your 9,
j shadow will fall behind you; to

ffl make a grave for your ugly
J thoughts and a garden for your

niuuiy ieeiiiiB, wim me gate
open ere you willing to do
these things even for a day

Then you can kee-- Christmat.
Are you willing to believe that

love Is the strongest thing in
the world stronger than hate,
stronger than evil, stronger than
death and that the blessed life
which began In Betmehem nine-
teen hundred years ago Is the
Image and brightness of tj
Eternal ixve? )

Then you can keep ChHttmnt.
And it you keep it for a day.

wiiy not always?
But you can never keep it

alone. Youth t Companion.

CITY OF MEXICO'S SUBURBS.

Pnpld Growth of Outlying? Property
IIus Wrought Good I'rotlt

to Investors.

There is continual investment being
made here by people in su-

burban lots, and the upward tendency
of prices insures a good profit to care-

ful buyers, states the Mexican Herald.
Atzcapotzalco, a suburb famous for
the softness and purity of its air, is ex-

periencing a genuine building boom.
This most ancient town was, in days
before the Spanish conquest, the home
of the Indian gold and silver smiths.
Their really exquisite work was sold at
the weekly fair held in this city, on the
now vacant land in front of the general
post office where the coming national
theater is to be built. Popotla and San-

ta Maria, which many of us can re-

member as straggling villages, are fast
being built into metropolitan annexes.

Tlalpam, with its abundant water
supply and picturesque surroundings,
is growing continually and more and
more people are going to live there all
the year round. It is a very healthy
suburb, and the electric cars make it
accessible. Coyoacan, where the Con-

quistador Cortes built his rural resi-

dence, and which in former times had
so warm a climate as to permit the
growing of sugar cane, has become a
handsome town of modern houses, of-

ten of great size and luxurious furnish-
ings. Land has advanced there, one
may say, by the thousand per cent. It
is a town of comfort and refinement,
and its gardens are large and delight-
ful.

The formerly vacant spaces between
Tacubaya and Mexico are fast being
built up, and the frequent train services
make lots very desirable. San Pedro
de los Pinos already has a large foreign
residential population, and is destined
to grow rapidly. Mixcoac Is fast be-

coming a small city, and is a favorite
place of residence. Between Mixcoac
and San Angel are the high lands around
the station of La Cima, with command-
ing views, and the freshest of air. At
this point new houses have gone up and
a large "colonia" is planned. Lands in
that region are going to be very val-
uable. San Angel, formerly a "tem-porad-

suburb exclusively, is noted for
its extensive gardens and htiertas. It
has the advantage of two electric lines
to the capital, one direct, the other via
Coyacan, and its local government is
energetic and progressive. Houses of
large size and cost are building, or have
just been completed, in the "hill sub-
urb," and lots have advanced from 100
to 300 per cent. In the past two or three
years.

HORSE'S SENSE OF SMELL,

Will I.euve Musty Huy 1 ntoiu-lie- and
Refniae to Drink from Some

Buckets.

A horse will leave musty hay un-

touched in his bin, however hungry,
says the Agricultural World. He will
not drink of water objectionable to his
questioning sniff, or from a bucket
which some odor makes offensive, how-

ever thirsty. His Intelligent nostril will
widen, quiver and query over the dainti-
est bit offered by the fairest of hands,
with coaxings that would make a mortal
shut his eyes and swallow a mouthful
at a gulp. A mare is never satif fled by
either sight or whinny that her colt
is really her own until she has a certi-
fied nasal .proof of the fact. A blind
horse, now living, will not allow the ap-

proach of any stranger without showing
signs of anger not safely to bo disre-
garded. . . . The distinction Is evi-

dently made by his sense of smell, and
at a considerable distance. Blind
horses, as a rule, will gallop wildly
about a pasture without striking the
surrounding fence. The sense of smell
informs them of Its proximity. Others
will, when loosened from the stable, go
direct to the gate or bars opened to their
accustomed feeding grounds, and when
desiring to return, after hours of care-

less wandering, will distinguish one
outlet and patiently await its opening.

A Giant In Strenftth.
"How's the baby getting on?" asked a

family friend. "Growing bigger and
stronger every day, I suppose."

"He's growing bigger every day," said
the proud father, "and he's plenty strong
enough now to suit me. You remember
what a tremendous voice he had when
you saw him three months ago? Well,
it's still more tremendous now, yet he
lifts It a dozen times a day." Youth's
Companion.

The Rhine Fleet.
The Rhine fleet consists of ,574

THE COUNTRY WEDDING

Conduct of the reonle Is Very Dif-

ferent from Tlint of City Folks
ou Such uu Occasion.

He w,as!fcityboX and was engaged
to be best man at a wedding in the
country. The groom was a country
boy who had come to the city but had
left his heart in the country. The groom
knew the ways of the little town, but
the best man did not. The wedding
was a great affair, and all of the bride'3
friends, male and female, and all those
who knew the groom of course had
been invited, says the Pittsburg Times.
It was a charming circle and they
seemed to the best man from the city
to have a free and easy intimacy which
he had never encountered in city life.
Of course he had to thaw out and the
bride's attendant was his especial
care. She quickly put him at his ease
and managed him so deftly that matri-
mony took on a new aspect to him.

If girls could be so nice when he had
only met them for a few hours what
might they be if he should know them
for a lifetime? When the wedding was
over it was discovered by the time the --

station was reached that the train was
two hours late. The guests had all come
to the railroad to see the couple away
on their honeymoon, but they did not
betray any of the cruel city ways when
they learned that the newly married
couple were at their mercy for two
hows or more. Instead of this those
who were not intimate family connec-
tions wished the bride happiness and
congratulated the groom and went
away.

There was no bandwagon, there was
nothing done to the trunks of the
newly wedded pair. There was none of
that foolishness which seems to be
growing to be the custom in the cities.
The folks were merry enough, but they
recognized that it was a solemn but
beatiiic time for the two, and they
treated the occasion so that it would
be a hallowed memory.

Horseplay was the last thing thought
of. About 15 folks remained with the
pair who were to take the train and
they went into a little waiting room of
the station. They were just in as much
privacy as if they were at the bride's
home. Nobody was at hand but the
sleepy station agent, and he was a
friend of all of them. Besides, he had
some work to do, so that he was not
too obtrusive. Of course they began
to sing and the newly wedded folks
had a serenade they will never forget.

They sang solos that were fine and
quartettes that are the stock in trade
of every bunch in a little town. The
two hours slipped away as if they had
only been 15 minutes. They hated to
hear the whistle of the through trafh
as it came around the curve below
town. Then the bride's mother, who
was a widow, sprang a surprise. She
announced that she had lost a daugh-
ter that evening, but she was going tc
adopt Nettie, the girl who had roomed
around, worked in the store and was a
general good fellow if she was an or-

phan.
When the train drew in there was a

parting melody, "The Buccanneer's
Bride," and "How Can I Bear to Leave
Thee?" and the man and wife went to
the train. It was a great ceremony,
treated with dignity and proper spirit,
and even the two hours' unexpected
wait helped the fun, the good fellow-
ship, and made a pleasing memory. In
cities such things seldom occur. Franks
are played which are quite out of place,
and which only amuse hoodlums. The
city "feller" thinks he knows a great
deal, but in many things his country
cousin can give him pointers. Senti-
ment is not dead in the country yet. It
is all but extinct in the cities. This
country wedding was as good an ex-

ample of the difference as anyone
would want to see.

Poetry.'
"She really thinks her hat a poem."
"Goodness!"
"She's a Walt Whitman crank, you

know." Puck.

Great Minds.
Great minds, like Heaven, are pleased

in doing good, though the ungrateful
subjects of their favors are barren in
return.---Row- s. v

To Crush Ice.
When making Ice cream a large

wooden mallet crushes the Ice suffi-

ciently fine and does not break the bur.
lap bag.

Germany's Beat Customer.
Germany's best customer it England-- .

The value of ber trade with that countTf
during 1902 wat $378 ,587,000.


